ITALY AND  THE  WORLD

XII.

For, though behind by a cannon or schooner,-*

That nation still is predominant
Whose pulse beats quickest in zeal to oppugn or

Succour another, in wrong or want,
Passing the frontier in love and abhorrence.

XIII.

Modena, Parma, Bologna, Florence,

Open us out the wider way!
Dwarf in that chapel of old Saint Lawrence

Your Michel Angelo's giant Day,
With the grandeur of this Day breaking o'er us!

XIV.

Ye who, restrained as an ancient chorus,
Mute while the coryphaeus spake,

Hush your separate voices before us,
Sink your separate lives for the sake

Of one sole Italy's living for ever!